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THUMP THUMP THUMP 


Lars jolted awake on the sofa, the loud bangs on his front door anything but friendly. Wondering how they got 
past the gate, Lars quickly stood and jogged to the front door. Fans didn't knock like that. Family didn’t. Jessica 


sure didn't, she wasn't home this early. 


He peeked out through the window and saw a sheriff's deputy. Shit. He ran his hand through his hair and tried 
to remember if there was any dope in the house. He looked again and the deputy was talking into his radio 
clipped to his shoulder. Fuck, man. Fuck. 


Taking a calming breath he opened the door, using his foot to keep it from swinging fully open "Can | help you?" 


He swallowed down the old panic that used to come with police contact. He'd done nothing wrong, he was in his 


house dozing off in front of the TV. Calmness always worked well with law enforcement. 


"Yes," the office spoke. Lars looked at his grey, carefully combed hair and the starched collar. "Is this 337 Bella 
Visa Dr? Mr." he paused to look at his little notebook "Mr. Lard Urich?" 


Lars blinked. "Close enough" He stared at the man's face and eyes, the officer stared back. "Is there something 


wrong?" 
"Sir, my name is Bob Hayward. I'm with the Marin County Sheriff's office. Is it ok if | ask you a few questions?" 


Lars got the distinct impression the questions were being asked regardless. He shrugged, trying to shake off 
the last of his nap. 


"Mr. Urich," he was purposely struggling with the name, exaggerating the U. "Can you tell me where you were 
on the night of the 24th?" He had his notepad out, a small pen ready to write down Lars' answer. 


"Uhhh," Lars' mind spun. That was two weeks ago. He barely remembered yesterday. "Uhh, | don't know?" He 
scratched at his head again, really starting to worry now. "That was a Sunday?" 


"Wednesday," the office corrected. 


"Huh," he bought some time as he wracked his brain. "| was probably here, but I'd have to check my calendar 
to be sure. Brain like a sieve, you know." He smiled and it quickly fell from his face when the office didn't 


return his smile. 


"Were you at any time on Marine Drive in San Francisco the afternoon of January 24th?" The officer had 


started to look over his shoulder and into Lars' house. 


Lars blinked again as his stomach sank to his feet. He was always at Presidio. It was his jogging route. Anyone 
with an Instagram account knew he was there constantly. "Probably, | work out in the Presidio." Now he was 
getting annoyed. Did he fail to pay a parking ticket? Scratch someone's bumper on the way out? Not like that 


warranted a home call at 8pm. 


The officer made a quick jot in his notepad and snapped it shut. The pen slid into his shirt pocket. "Sir, we had 
a complaint a lady states she was robbed while jogging and gave your description to the Sanfran PD, we just 


have to check out the lead in her case." 


He let go of the breath he'd been holding. Whew. It wasn't him. A few more questions and he could get back to 
Secrets of the Universe until he fell asleep again "Understand that." 


"Do you have an alibi or proof of where you were on the 24th?" He had that same shit eating look of when 
cops got power hungry and were playing with their victim. Lars' sense of relief didn't last long. He made sure 


his foot was still wedged behind the heavy iron door. 


"As | said, I'd have to get my calender to be certain" 


Blue eyes twinkled maliciously. "May | accompany you while you retrieve your calender?" 
Uh oh. The cop didn't want to leave him alone. Shit. It was like that time with Anthrax that the cops raided 


their London flat, only this guy didn't seem like a bumbling Bobby. "Actually, I'll just go grab it, it's on my desk 
in the kitchen" 


"Sir, is there anyone else in the residence with you currently?" The deputy moved one meaty hand to hold on 
to the edge of the door. He had at least six inches on Lars height wise, and easily outweighed him. 


"Umm, no," Lars answered nervously. "Wife's on a business trip." 

The officer looked around the house again. "Must be nice, keeping you put up in style while she works." 

Lars' eyes narrowed to slits. "It's not like that” He felt his anger rising and forced it away. "She's a model.” 
The officer grunted, hands on his belt. "One of them naked models your type always seems to associate with?" 
He restrained himself from slamming the door on the officer's hand. "Do you have a warrant?" 


"I can get one." The officer pushed back slightly on the door, his shiny black shoe just outside the doorway. 


"Let me do a quick check of the property to prove the necklace isn't here, and we'll call it even" 


He had his doubt, but the let officer in. He could look as much as he wanted, he wasn't going to find whatever 
bit of stolen jewelry he was looking for, and then Lars could go back to his TV binge. Or maybe hit up Jack in 
the Box now that he was awake. 


The hard soled shoes echoed across the Red Oak hardwood floors as the office looked around, occasionally 
searching the mantle or rummaging aimlessly through a drawer. "If | did steal a necklace, which | didn't, | 
certainly wouldn't put it over a photo on the mantle." Lars wondered which detective school they sent the 


police to these days. Their detective skills were straight out of Scooby Doo. 
Lars trailed him through the house as he aimlessly looked around. Obviously he wasn't really a suspect, the 
cop wasn't even trying. It gave him a good chance to watch the office as he walked. James carried his 


shoulders the same way. Maybe some far distant relation of James, stuck up here in the highlands. 


The officer got to the bedroom door and pushed it open. Lars had been deep in thought about the tan clad ass 
and the thick leather belt wrapping around his waist and let himself get distracted. 


"Heyl" He hustled to catch up with the cop. "Not in there!" 


‘Oh, is there something in here you don't want me to find perhaps?" He was quick, and already to the bedside 
table starting to pull open drawers. 


Without thinking Lars wrapped his arms around the larger man and stated to pull him away from the 
nightstand, the drawer sliding out as Lars tugged on the officer, spilling the contents of the drawer on the 
plush carpet. They struggled, the office quickly breaking free and pinning Lars to the bed on his stomach with 
his hands behind his back. 


"Unit 62 to dispatch," he sounded winded. 

"Dispatch copy," came back through the radio. 

"Be advised, suspect attempted assault but has been subdued" 

The radio blipped again. "Copy 62. Request assistance?" 

"Negative dispatch." The office pushed on Lars in warning. "Suspect is restrained." 
"Affirmative 62, will continue to monitor." 


The line clicked dead again and the pig pushed Lars' hands into the small of his back. "Stay there mother 
fucker, or | will cuff you." 


The weight was let off his back and Lars squirmed but didn't move. Last thing he wanted was a pissed off, 
adrenaline filled cop on the loose in his house. He pulled out Lars' fun drawer, fucking let him be embarrassed 


by it. 


"Well, lookee what we have here." Lars thudded his head on the bed, anything in that drawer was not fit to 
share with a stranger. An assortment of Lars’ vibrators and butt plugs were tossed up on the mattress next 
to his head. "Looks like someone likes to have a good time." The paddle joined it's drawer mates. "Oh, aren't 
these adorable." The fur lined handcuffs landed close to his nose the lightweight metal clinking as it slid into 


Lars' face. "You want to see some real handcuffs, son?" 


A heavy hand landed on his back and Lars heard the familiar zip of cuffs being slid through their gears. "No 
padding in these at all, let me tell you." The cold metal closed over one of Lars' wrists, then the other. 


"Probably robbing people to pay for your kinky sex habit." 


"No, no, | didn't do it, | swear." He was just supposed to come in, find nothing, and leave. Lars was never 


supposed to be in handcuffs alone with this maniac. 


"That's what they all say. Dindu nuffin, hear it all day long. Goddam if there isn't any crime at all the way y'all 
talk" 


The officer went back to rifling through Lars' belongings. "Where you from with an accent like that?" 
"Denmark," Lars managed to croak out, close to tears. 


"Where's that? South of Mexico? Fucking illegals, | tell you." He sifted through more vinyl and silicone and 
leather. "Do good for my quota this month if | bring you in” 


Lars opted to stay quiet, the less he said the better according to every lawyer he knew. 


"How about | make you an offer?" That caught Lars’ attention and he tried to raise his head. "You look like a 
Good Boy. I'll leave and forget | was even here tonight if you let me tap your ass." Lars turned enough to 
watch as the officer took off his radio. "If you're as good as you look and you get me off, | might even tell the 
station | didn't find anything in your possession 


It was too many ifs for Lars’ liking. Better a night of inconvenience and a quick call to the lawyer than laying 
out for this testosterone filled douchebag. 


"Mind you, once they find this necklace in your possession, they're much less likely to believe anything you 
say." The officer snapped open a felt jewelry box and gathered up the gold chain from inside the satin, leaning 
over the bed to fish the ends around Lars’ neck before setting the clasp. 


"You asshole," the chain was cold around his neck, damning him to a crime he didn't commit. 
"Hmm, tell that to the jury.” 


The cop was rough as hands grabbed at his flannel sleep pants, pulling the Ralph Loren's down across the 
rumpled bedspread. He hadn't bothered to put on underwear for his night of House Hunters and Mythbusters, 
already regretting many of the decisions he had made tonight. 


"Well, look at that." Calloused hands cupped his bare cheeks and squeezed. "Not a mark on them. Reckon my belt 
could change that" Fingers pinched roughly at Lars’ sensitive skin. He stuck his middle finger up at the cop 
from where they were still handcuffed together. "Oh, | saw that you little shit." 


Leather slid through loops as the cop took off his belt. He cracked it twice in malicious glee, letting it fill the 
room. Lars squirmed his way across the bed, getting half way across the king sized monstrosity before the 
cop grabbed his ankles and pulled him back 


"Where the fuck do you think you're going?" He pulled until Lars' feet landed on the floor, bending him over the 
edge of the bed. "This is going to hurt" He cracked the leather strap again and Lars flinched. Great, so this 


psycho was into mental torture as well as physical violence. Just his luck. 


The first strike landed and Lars jumped out of his skin, sure the leather had ripped him open. He couldn't stop 
the howl of pain as the second lash landed on the other cheek. He felt the belt land on the pile of toys next to 


his head on the bed. 
"So many choices," he heard the cop talk to himself, probably over the moon about landing this call tonight. 


Lars heard the cap on his bottle of lube flick open, so at least the guy wasn't 100% masochist. It was still cold 
as rough hands forced his thighs apart and a blunt object was pressed against his asshole. He bounced like a 
sea lion running from a harpoon but it was too late. Asshole cop had a crushing grip on his hip and was holding 
him steady as the other hand worked something into his hole. Lars looked at the assorted pile of toys next to 
him on the bed but gave up when he realized half his stash was still on the floor. Fuck, the lube was cold. 


"Stop whimpering," a smack landed across his reddened ass, what was clearly a hand giving him a slap. "Gotta 
have a gag in here with all this shit," the officer mumbled to himself. Lars certainly wasn't going to tell him 


where it was. 


The object was pushed into his rear slowly, sliding on the thin coating of lube as it stretched him. It flared as 
the cop pushed it in, so it was one of his plugs. Lars saw the red one next to him, so by default that meant.. 


The cop hit the button on the bottom of the plug and it started the tiny motor inside. Lars grit his teeth as it 


whirred away. 


"Look, Mikey, he likes it," was said with cruelty and spite as Lars involuntarily pushed back into the invading 
plug with its unwanted pleasant vibrations. "What a slut. I'll have to keep your address on file" The cop started 
to rock the plug, using it more as a vibrator. Lars lay flat on his stomach, hiding his embarrassingly hard cock 
from view. All he could do was clench his fists and wait until the cop either got bored or finished. 


He was able to relax around the plug, enough so that whatever was to come at least he wouldn't get hurt. The 
cops hand slid from his hip to his ass, soothing over the strips reddened by his belt. He raised an eyebrow at 
the small affection 

"Get back into character," Lars stage whispered, already losing the illusion 


James' touch stopped as he leaned back, taking a minute to recompose himself. 


"lts not working, Lars." He didn't stop working the plug though, twisting it to torment Lars even further. "I 
don't want to play Bad Cop anymore, can't | just fuck you?" 


"UUugh," Lars groaned and twisted his torso to look over his shoulder at James. "Just. fuck" James was still 
in full police uniform, tattoos covered by thick stage makeup and his hair styled straight out of the middle 
class manual. The custom tailored tan pants did little to hide the large bulge of his cock. "Arrest me or 


something.” 


"You're already handcuffed, | thought that would be the end of it” 


Lars groaned again and started thrusting his cock into the soft bed beneath him. The plug moved with each 
thrust of his hips. 


His hands and arms were lifted as James grabbed at the chain connecting the handcuffs, pulling his shoulders 
off the bed. The steel dug into his wrists. "Owwww, what the fuck?" Lars had though playtime was over. 


It Il look suspicious if | bring you in without a struggle. Will look like you begged me to fuck you or something.’ 
James dropped the cuffs and Lars fell onto the mattress. "Might make more sense that way, you begging to 
do anything not to go To jail." 


Lars had to drop back into his character quickly, or else James would bolt again. “Yes, yes, I'll do anything you 


want, just don't take me to jail again" 


"Again, boy?" James swatted as Lars' ass. "What were your prior arrests for? Do you have any active 


warrants?" 


"No sir! No warrants, just arrested for p.. p." Lars stuttered as James hit the speed switch on the plug. 


"Pandering and." 
James moved the plug deeper, the flared end filling Lars. "And? Don't make me pull you up in Spillman’ 
‘Lewd sexual acts," Lars said with defeat and gave into the pulsing of the toy. 

James gave him another spank. "Always the kinky ones 


"IIl do anything you want, | swear it” Lars tried to work up some tears but they wouldn't come. His ass was 


begging for attention and James was barely touching him. 
"Anything?" the cop asked, rubbing at his cock through his uniform pants. 


"Anything! Anything, yes sir, just don't arrest me, please don't take me to jail, I'll suck your cock whatever you 
want, just don't arrest me sir, please!" He looked back at James again, the uniform looked great on him and he 


looked like a real cop. Maybe craft services would let him keep the costume after filming. 


"I told you already, you let me tap that ass of yours and get me off and | just might forget | stopped here 
tonight." 


"Yes, yes, fuck me officer, | need your cock so bad, please fuck me sir." Lars clenched down around the plug, 
trying to push it out. It buzzed against him stronger as he tightened and Lars pushed his legs farther apart, 
letting his full balls hang heavily for James to see. 


"Let's remove this, shall we?" James slowly worked the plug out of Lars’ stretched hole, tossing it further up 
the bed and out of the way. The lube was back, and James smeared a good dose on Lars before working it in 


with his fingers. "You sure are a quick study." Lars pushed back on James’ thick fingers, grateful to finally 
have something else beside that stupid plug in him. "I think you're ready already." 


"No! Wait!" Lars twisted on the bed, managing to get himself sideways along the edge. "| wanna suck you first” 


James nodded his head approvingly. "I think that can be arraigned" Lars struggled against his handcuffs. He 


wouldn't have the luxury of unzipping those pants or pulling James out, he would be reliant on James for a lot 


tonight. 


James ran his hand over his trousers, a small bit of lube turning the fabric darker. "You wanna suck this, 


boy?" 
Lars nodded, mouth watering. 


Slowly James undid the top button and lowered his fly. He reached in and pushed his underwear down, pulling 
his cock out and giving it a few good strokes in front of Lars' face. He stepped closer to the bed and hit Lars 
in the lips with his dick. "Get sucking." 


Lars reached out with his tongue and caught James’ cock, moving to suck his length inside and taste him. Law 
Enforcement Dominant James was such a turn on, and the uniform was miles better than anything they could 
have ordered online. James used a hand to hold the back of Lars' head, thrusting into his mouth. "Yeah, that's 
it baby, so good" 


He did his best to slurp along James’ length, using his lips to tighten around him and his tongue to flick across. 
He might not be able to use his hands, and his cock was painfully hard but he was enjoying this role play much 
more than the teacher/student one. 


James stopped as Lars' neck really started to get sore. "Lemme at that ass," he said, pushing Lars around on 
the bed. Lars ended up on his back, handcuffs painfully under his back. "You ok?" James asked in a not so police 
way. 


"Yeah, just." Lars tried to find a way to hold his wrists that didn't hurt. It wasn't happening. James reached 
into his pants pocket and pulled out a small key. "No, don't untie me." 


He was rolled onto his side again as James undid one side of the handcuffs. "Bring your arms front." He did and 
James reconnected the handcuffs in front of him this time. "Arms up, over your head." Lars complied. "Good 
boy, now don't move them." Lars nodded. "And get that ass down here so | can fuck it" 


Lars wiggled his way to the edge of the bed again, using his feet to grab James and pull him near. 


Lars looked down to find James had left the tie on. And the name badge. And police insignia. Fuck that was hot. 


"James," he begged, most of the pretense of the game gone as soon as James actually got his dick in 


"I hate.. your hair.. like that," Lars got out between thrusts. 


A clump had come out from it's gel tortured prison and fell across James’ forehead limply. "Was thinking of 


keeping it, just to piss you off." 


"Can't." Lars wiggled his hips, his untouched cock aching as James drove him closer to climax. James slid a 
hand down and took up his length, using his big hands to stroke firmly. "Fuck, James." he warned. James 
snapped his hips and worked Lars’ cock, quickly getting his arrestee off before seeing to his own needs. He 
withdrew from Lars’ rear and straddled his chest, pumping himself until he came on Lars’ skin, his come falling 


over the gifted necklace he placed around Lars' neck earlier. 


After James came he collapsed onto Lars. It allowed Lars to swing his wrists down around James and hold him 
tight. "That was pretty hot," he whispered into James’ ear and got a grunt in response. "You think they'll let us 
keep the costume?" Papa Bear had already shut down and was half asleep as Lars held him, letting the links 
from the handcuffs trail over the back of his shoulders. "Happy Valentine's day." 


